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Redeemer s Own NASA? 


The Secret Behind the Construction at Charis 


NATALIE DUNCAN 
COPY EDITOR 


Have you had a class in the Charis Centre in the 
past few weeks? If so, then you will be all too familiar with 
the sounds of drills and hammers, the narrowed hallways 
with cardboard floors, and the tarps that block off the work 
being done. 


The sudden, unexplained construction has been the talk of 
campus; why does the brand-new space already need to be 
renovated? This article will reveal that most students only 
know a small part of the truth. 


On Friday, March 31, at 10:47 a. m., during a time when 
many students were leaving their morning lectures, one of 
the tarps fell, revealing the construction project’s secrets 
for all to see. It was hastily taped back in place, but it was 
too late to conceal the truth. Behind the tarp, prominently 
on the wall, was a sign: “Redeemer University Space Agen- 


cy. 


That’s right, the secret is out. In just a few short months, 
Redeemer will launch its very own space program. 


An administrator who wished to remain anonymous con- 
sented to sharing a few details about the landmark decision 


for Redeemer’s history: 


“It’s true. Starting in the Fall semester of 2023, Redeemer 
will be offering students the chance to go to space.” 


The program, which will operate primarily out of the base- 
ment of the Charis Centre, will offer students the chance 
to learn skills in engineering, piloting, and survival. The 
Capstone project of the course will involve work on Re- 
deemer’s first space shuttle, to be constructed in Parking 
Lot B. Parking may become tight, but Redeemer believes 
that ground traffic won't be a factor in our society for much 
longer. 


The administrator explained, “Redeemer wants to stay 
with the times, and it’s clear that the most modern of us are 
going to space. Why would we want to launch a Redeemer 
satellite campus anywhere but on Mars? As Christians, it 
is our responsibility to make sure that our voice is not just 
limited to Earth.” 


The administrator also clarified some points about funding 
for this program: 


“We've made it no secret that Redeemer’s enrollment has 
increased recently. With that boost—and with some help 
from more anonymous donors—we were able to start con- 
struction immediately for our very own space program.” 


The speed of the implementation of this new program may 
seem frightening to onlookers, but the administrator as- 
sured that the program will be ready to launch in Septem- 
ber: 


“Faculty has already been hired, and the courses are ready 
to go. We anticipate that we will land on the moon by 
Christmas of 2024 and on Mars in early 2027.” 


Do you want to get involved in Redeemer’s “small step?” 
Unfortunately, most readers of this article will be unable to 
join the program starting this September, as the adminis- 
trator explained: 


“A full roster of students have been secretly selected from 
Redeemer’s graduating class of 2023. They signed non-dis- 
closure agreements that prevent them from talking about 
the program, but I promise you that they are excited and 
ready for this next step.” 


For the rest of the student body, the administrator request- 
ed prayer for the program and for the students and faculty 
who will be representing the Redeemer University Space 
Agency. Soon, if all goes to plan, the whole world will be 
able to spot Redeemer’s logo through their telescopes. 


“| Hate to Burst Your Bubble, Said America 
Seven Theories on What the Spy Balloon Is Really All About 


IAN DEJONG 
SENIOR REPORTER 


Is it a bird? Is it a plane? No! It’s a spy balloon 
from China! What in the Cold War shenanigans did we 
just witness in the news this past year? Recent reports 
suggested that the big white blob we saw in the sky this 
past year was a high-altitude balloon from China spying 
on American military sites. From late January to early 
February, the balloon flew out from China across Alaska, 
western Canada, and the mainland of the United States. 
On Biden's orders, the Air Force shot down the balloon, 
and it landed on the coast of South Carolina. 


The US claimed it was a spy balloon. China claimed it was 
a weather balloon. I claim it was neither. Here are my the- 
ories on what the spy balloon could have been. 


Theory #1 - It was sent by the national institute of Ameri- 
can universities, whose secret headquarters are in Alas- 
ka, to collect professors in Canada to come to the United 
States. If you see Google images of the spy balloon trail 


from China to South Carolina, you'll see that it randomly 
makes it stop in Alaska... Interesting. No wonder Dr. Kosits 
is leaving. 


Theory #2 - While in Indianapolis, Dr. Drake was sitting 
alone in his apartment, reminiscing about the good times 
he had at Redeemer. To get his emotions out, he watched 
that opening scene from Up!, but after going down a rab- 
bit hole on scenes from the heart-warming film, he got an 
idea. He would fly back to Redeemer using one big balloon 
and arrive at Hamilton, the true location of paradise falls. 


Theory #3 - Nobody is talking about the spy balloon’s posi- 
tive impact on the environment. Flying a balloon out into 
space is environmentally better than sending Chinese spies 
directly onto the continent. Therefore, I believe that the 
spy balloon could be some passionate environmentalists 
trying out their new revolutionary travelling method. 


Theory #4 - The Flying Spaghetti Monster accidentally 
dropped a few onions from above. Soon enough, with the 
evidence of their deity, the Rastafarians of North America 
will commence their First Great Awakening. 


Theory #5 - China, Mexico, and Italy are forming an alli- 
ance against the United States for underpaying their mi- 
grant workers and not taking their side in historical con- 
flicts. They are warning us by sending signs in the sky. By 
the end of the summer, I predict a massive pifiata floating 
above Texas sent by Mexico. On New Year's Eve, Italy will 
send the Statue of David over Times Square, and it will 
haunt anybody watching live television. 


Theory #6 - The spy balloon was not a balloon. It was Mat- 
thew Zantingh’s ego after he received a myriad of compli- 
ments from the Classifieds section of the Crown. 


Theory #7 - Along similar lines, it could have been a mas- 
sive thought bubble. We all see those in cartoons, but what 
if this one was REAL. The contents of the spy balloon were 
empty, so I suppose it was the thought bubble of whoever 
designed the social science core class. 

I hope you enjoyed these very profound speculations of 
mine. Stay tuned for next week, where I will reveal my the- 
ory on what they put in the recipe of communal. 
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THE GOOD RULER JIM CARREY'S SECOND COUSIN THE OBJECTIVE BEST HUMAN COPIER OF THINGS 
Abigail Hoogstra Serena Veltri Peter Soenen Natalie Duncan 


AN, 


THE EVIL USURPER BRENT GEERTSEMA’S NEMESIS BREAKING BAD FAN 
Rieneke Helder lan DeJong Daniel Walessa 


A Letter From The Editor 


So, I decided in this time of crazy papers I would take the lazy route and for the first time ever 
use ChatGPT to write me a poem about being Editor-in-Chief. Turns out ChatGPT is a poet and 
also knows a lot about my experience... 


Oh, the joys of being Editor-in-Chief 

Of a student newspaper, what a relief! 

You get to decide what news is fit to print 
And which opinions deserve a colorful tint. 


You can spend all day holed up in the office, 
Writing headlines that are witty and flawless 
Or interviewing professors and students alike 
Getting their perspectives, taking a hike. 


 & 
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Illustrated by Raymond Stearns 


The power to shape the campus discourse 

Is in your hands; you’re a mighty force. 

You can report on scandals and controversies 
Or praise the administration's policies. 


But beware, for with great power comes great drama! 
Everyone has an opinion, everyone's a prima donna. 
You'll get hate mail and angry phone calls, 

And sometimes, the student government stalls. 


ae 


And let us not forget our team! 

Each member a puzzle piece, like a dream: 
Natalie with her eagle eye for grammar, 
Daniel with his controversial hammer. 


Peter spending hours at the computer screen, 

Serena unlocking Classifieds like a machine, 

Rieneke taking notes like a stenographer, 

lan writing about real politics and news like a philosopher. 


And though we had our ups and downs, 

Our passion for journalism never drowns, 

For we know the power of the written word, 
And the importance of truth that must be heard. 


So here’s to Natalie, Daniel, Peter, Serena, Rieneke, and lan, 

Our team of journalists and editors, a powerhouse clan! 

We may have moved on, but the memories remain 

Of the wonderful glorious time we led a student newspaper reign. 


<3 Abby (+ ChatGPT) 


LT 


CONTACT (please don’t 

actually. We’re busy): The opinions expressed in the Clown are from people who have no idea The Crown is written by students who desperately need extra money. Full 
Crown Office what they are talking about. Don't believe any of them! Become a true stop. Also, whatever the amount student senate is funding us with, it isn’t 
c/o Redeemer University free-thinker and escape the matrix before it comes after you! Down with nearly enough. Give us more money please. 

777 Garner Road East, mainstream media! Down with government! Down with capitalism! Return 


Ancaster, ON LoK 1J4 to monke!!! 
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R U ABLE TO COME UP WITH A REDEEMER-RELATED JOKE THAT DOESN'T START WITH °R U...”? 


Classified Rebuttals 


For this edition of the Clown, we present to you Classified Rebuttals, where people had the opportunity to write 
in to the Editor and refute the things that were said about them. Enjoy! 


Dear Editor, 


| am writing in response to a hateful Classified that was submitted and somehow deemed appropriate for 
publication in the October 2022 edition of the Crown. These words are imprinted on my mind, but the lacka- 
daisical posture with which it appears you read through these silly little Instagram responses makes me as- 
sume you would also have the privilege of forgetting such a statement of cyber-bullying. With that said, | have 
included for your convenience the submission in question: 


The cheese wheel in the market was a badly flamboyant idea. 


Was it flamboyant? Beautifully so. Would | ever use the word “badly” in the same sentence as “cheese 
wheel”? Never in this lifetime. | will have you know that | was the one who bought the cheese wheel, and it 
was worth all 172 dining dollars | had to fork over. Don't believe me? Here are all of the things | did with it: 
| wrapped my Oma’s Christmas gift (she loved it but she got confused and | think did eat the cheese later... 
girl it had definitely been in the food safety regulations’ temperature danger zone for a little while). 

| had a fondue party and invited all of my crushes over. Well okay | just invited Harry Styles and Simon 
Mischuk and neither of them came. 

| gave some to the rats that live in my dorm’s basement. 


Dear Editor, 
| cannot help but display my hurt in this letter towards not one but two classifieds that were clearly about me. 


“Remember the good old days when people didn’t talk in the library?” and “I hope everybody has a great day 
today, except for the people that talk out loud in the library. You guys are awful.” 


Listen, times have changed! What happened to freedom of speech? Does that not include my speech out loud 
in the library? If you want to study quietly, why not invest in some hundred dollar noise cancelling head- 
phones, since you care so much? Why not find some secluded forest to study in at 2am? Why not get your 
eardrums permanently removed? 


| don’t see why this is my problem, please consider being more inclusive of us who like to talk! 


Sincerely, 
Mrs. Chatterbox 


Dear Editor: 


It has come to my attention that disturbing statements about me have been published in the Crown. These 
statements have been made anonymously but publicly, and as a result, | feel | must defend myself publicly to 
clear my reputation which has been so badly besmirched. 


Someone has had the audacity to state that | [gasp] secretly love white chocolate. | must protest. 


Everyone knows that chocolate, which in Greek means “food of the gods,” is made from the fruit of the cacao 
tree. Once the cacao pods are harvested from the trees, they are opened and the seeds or beans are emptied 
onto fermentation trays. They are stacked and covered in banana leaves and are left to dry for several days. 
This is what produces the rich flavour and aroma. After the beans are dried in the sun, they are roasted, the 
husks are removed, and the nibs are ground. Consequently, as anyone can determine, the roasted cacao beans 
are dark. Once the beans are ground, the chocolate is made. Since the cacao beans are dark from roasting, the 
chocolate is also dark. As soon as milk is added, the chocolate is diluted. It becomes weak chocolate. White 
chocolate in no way resembles dark chocolate. 


Therefore, as anyone can tell, real chocolate is dark chocolate. Milk chocolate is weak chocolate. White choco- 
~ is not real chocolate. Therefore, if | love chocolate, | must love dark chocolate, the only real chocolate. | 
rest my case. 


Prof B 
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lans Hot lake on the Presidential Election 


A Dull Showdown Between a Wannabe Minister and a Wannabe Politician 


IAN DEJONG 
SENIOR REPORTER 


To all my readers, I wanted to dedicate my last 
article to an event for which we already have so much nos- 
talgia: the 2023 Student Senate presidential election. 


In one corner of the ring, you have Gareth Sinke, the typi- 
cal conservative twenty-year-old who is too scared to reveal 
his controversial opinion on the origins of COVID-19. In 
the other corner of the ring, you have Sebastian Caldwell, 
our beloved student from Hong Kong who has an accent 
that is somehow more irritating than Johnny Depp's. I 
can't put my figure on it, but Seb sounds like an Australian 
doing a terrible impression of an American. 


Even more annoying than Sebastian’s accent was how 
much he pushed other people to vote for him and how he 
literally asked me, a non-partisan student journalist, to re- 
post his poster on Instagram—not the first time someone 
from China has interfered with a fair electoral process in 
Canada. 


A unique aspect of this year’s election was the debate, a 
first-time occurrence in a generation and an overwhelm- 
ingly disappointing exchange between tweedle-dee and 
tweedle-dum. We wanted to hear about important stuff, 
like how you plan to scrap the social science core class, not 
whether or not you like gravy on your potatoes. I also think 
the candidates could have been harsher on pointless stu- 
dent events like “Where's Waldo?” That game was not hard 
at all. Finding Waldo was easier than finding Sebastian's 
hairline. 


Props to the ubiquitous student comedian Brent Geertse- 
ma, Redeemer’s only political commentator who predicted 


Just Some 
Jokes... 


Q. What do you call hiking 
Redeemer students? 


A. The Walking Debt 


Q). What do you get 
when you cross an 
alien and a student? 


A. Something 
from another 
universe-city 


Gareth’s defeat a few days ahead of the election. Contrary 

to Brent’s opinion, I find it difficult to pinpoint the main 

reason why Seb was elected. Both candidates were equally 
abstract and soft to each other (except when Gareth to- 
tally wrecked Seb for not knowing that Senate already has 
a question box on their website). Seb’s biggest error was 
not capitalizing on Gareth’s Machiavellian tactic to end 
the bike-share program at Redeemer, and Gareth’s biggest 
error was mistaking “humility” for one of the fruits of the 
spirit. 


Luckily, there was no riot against the Student Senate office, 
probably because Gareth and Nathan couldn’t rally their 
voters on to save their life. I'm not sure who your target 
audience was, there are only so many caucasian libertar- 
ians out there. 

Nevertheless, both presidential candidates’ campaigns 
were not that bad. I appreciate both candidates making ap- 
proachability a priority in their campaigns. Student Senate 
always leaves their office doors open to signify transparen- 
cy and the willingness to answer any question. Well... not 
every question. Here are some questions I dropped in the 
senate box on their website that remain unanswered: 


“Gareth, although you've lost the election, can I still call you 
the ‘Un-Sinke-able’?” 


“Seb, I have heard your views on predestination, and I’m 
curious, in what other ways are you sacrilegious?” 


“I don't believe in censorship or restricting free speech, but 
is there anything you can do about the philosophy majors?” 


To these hard-working, ambitious candidates, I wish you 


well in your future endeavours. To Seb and Alexa, specifi- 
cally, I ask you to step up to the podium, address the new 


Q. Why did the 
sun not enroll at 
Redeemer? 


A. It already 
has a million 
degrees! 


Q. What do 
you call and 
M&M that 
went to Re- 
deemer? 


A. A Smartie 


homeless crisis at Redeemer, advocate for the fifty people 
that remain dorm-less, and act like true student govern- 
ment leaders by not doing anything about it. 


To Gareth and Nathan, do not let your embarrassing de- 
feat get ahold of you. As my father once occasionally said 
whenever I got rejected in high school, “There are plenty of 
fish in the sea;, you are just a bad fisherman.” Get better at 
fishing, boys. There is much room for improvement. 


Dear future Seb... There will come a time when you will 
realize that your theology degree can get you a better job 
than your current occupation as a downtown cafe barista. 


And dear future Gareth... I hope, by now, you have realized 
that it is not worth being president of a bureaucratic stu- 
dent government that is too high and mighty for any typical 
student at Redeemer. Keep finding ways to turn your his- 
tory degree into something. 


To all my fans, I love all three of you (my mom, my girl- 
friend, and Joel Hodgson). You have inspired me to return 
to Redeemer for a fifth year and run for Student Senate 
President in 2024. My campaign will be composed of two 
parts: 


My first policy will be making 21 Jump Street mandatory 
for first years to suppress any potential anti-semitism. 


Second, I will enforce a hard restriction on the number of 
Instagram posts on the pages of married women at Re- 
deemer. You may only post three per year. You can include 
one more if you don't caption one of them, “I can't believe it 
has been six months since I married my best friend.” 


Q. What is the 
best joke in 
the Clown? 


A. You tell me! 
DM us 
@ru_crown 


BLATANT PROPAGANDA 
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RIENEKE HELDER AND RACHEL ATSMA 
SENIOR REPORTER AND CLOUT CHASER 


How do I even begin to explain Marshall Chap- 
man? Marshall Chapman is flawless. He has fearlessly led 
the student body this year, and I personally believe that he 
is the best student senate president Redeemer has ever had. 
To be honest, I don’t know that anyone will ever top his per- 
formance this year (sorry Seb). It’s not just me that thinks 
this; here’s what students are saying: 


“| hear he can bench 675 lbs.” 


“Marshall ordered a sausage farmers wrap with no hash- 
brown and five extra sausages for the protein intake, so | 
ordered a sausage farmers wrap with no hashbrown and 
five extra sausages for the protein intake.” 


“| hear he built Charis himself with his bare hands.” 


“I hear the $800k that Senate found was actually out of his 
own pocket.” 


“I watched Marshall Chapman stub his toe on a chair, and 
the chair flinched.” 


Character and Tone. These mysterious words first showed 
up as Marshall Chapman's legendary presidential cam- 
paign slogan. Do we know what they mean? Not really. But 
his loyal subjects have been known to chant these words 
under their breath while they go about their days, and if 
you listen closely you can hear this phrase at any time of day 
while on campus. Some have even been toying with the idea 
of getting it tattooed on their bodies. This phrase has come 


®t 


God Save Our Character and lone 


Follow @marshallchapmand 


to be something that represents a cause larger than each of 
us. Such utterances are weighty and join the speaker to a 
revolution of sorts. But who is the man behind the cause? 


For starters, he is a team player. Last semester, my and 
Marshall’s intramural soccer teams played each other. It 
was a pretty intense match, but I was just grateful I got to 
hang out with Marshall while we were on the field, even 
though we were technically enemies. In fact, he was cook- 
ing down the field at one point, and as he came up behind 
me yelled, “Write about this one in the Crown!” (This is 
not hyperbole, it actually happened.) Sorry that the follow 
through took so long but here you go, Marshall. 


Speaking of sports, for the first time ever, those of us more 
inclined to athletics are finally represented in the public 
sphere at Redeemer. Marshall lifts weights but he also lifts 
up the poor in spirit. Thank you Marshall for being a gym 
bro and for getting your bros more money for the weight 
room. Speaking of balancing the budget, Marshall made 
transparency cool again. We now know where every single 
one of our dollars in student fees goes, including the $400 
worth of clocks that the chess club asked for. Some stu- 
dents are worried that this was a front for a money laun- 
dering scheme—if that's the case, I am sure Mr. Marshall 
Chapman knows nothing about it and would perform a 
citizen’s arrest on each and every one of them if he did. 


Marshall stands up for justice. In fact, he told me the other 
day that if he weren’t graduating this year he'd let all the 
unhoused students live in his distant relative’s house with 
him. When I told him there were over fifty students need- 
ing a place to live, he said, “Oh, wait, I forgot, my mom said 


‘no,’ actually. :(” I hope the frowny face conveys just how 
disappointed he was to not be able to help his brothers and 
sisters in Christ. 


I think that my favourite political move of Marshall's this 
year has been his addition of the entire Redeemer student 
body to his close friends story on Instagram. One first year 
said, “When I saw that green circle, | collapsed on the floor. 
Dreams do come true.” 


Now that he’s achieved celebrity status, Marshall Chap- 
man is leaving Redeemer after this coming fall semester. 
This fact, sad but true, begs the question, “What will he 
do next?” Rumours continue to fly, many eccentric and 
outlandish, a few seemingly probable. Some say he will be 
managing the Montreal Canadiens, others say he will be 
actually joining the team. Josiah Bokma told some friends 
of mine that he can only hope that someone of Marshall's 
“character and tone” would inherit his role as Chaplain. I 
hope it happens simply so we can call him Marshall Chap- 
lain. I heard somewhere that he will be taking a year off 
before getting a second Bachelor's degree, so that he can 
come back into a victory lap TNL season better than ever. 
Don’t worry Marshall, I will write about that one in the 
Crown, too. 


Marshall, you’re leaving quite the legacy behind. How can 
we ever repay you for your service? At this point in the 
semester I have $8.97 in dining dollars to my name, but 
they're yours if you want them. Maybe you could use it to 
buy a sausage farmer's wrap with no hashbrown and five 
extra sausages for the protein intake. So long, Mr. Presi- 
dent. 


The Odds are Never in Your Favour 


A Look at Redeemer’s First Ever Dorm Draft 


RACHEL ATSMA 
. CLOUT CHASER 


It's 9:45 on a Wednesday night. People start to 
trickle in, slowly at first, but soon the auditorium begins 
to fill up. All eyes are locked on the stage, staring at the 
long, imposing table that sits there. A sense of anticipation 
fills the room. People are buzzing, waiting for something to 
happen. Finally, an amplified voice cuts through the din: 
“Welcome to the 2023 Dorm Draft!” 


In the days following the controversial implementation of 
Residence Life’s newest idea, many questions have been 
posed by students: “Why did it happen the way it did?” 
“Why did it happen at all?” “Why was AC Taylor the one 
hobbling around everywhere instead of the two not on 
crutches?” “Why did those guys show up in suits, pick their 
house and leave?” We may never know all the answers, but 
this article will attempt to walk through some of the tri- 


umphs and defeats, the epic highs and lows, of the 2023 
Dorm Draft. 


The dorm draft was first presented to the public in a hous- 
ing update back in February. No one really paid attention 
to it, however, because it was the fourth item listed in a 
schoolwide email, which is barely a step above posting on 
the app. That being said, as the fateful day drew closer, it 
seemed that people had a lot to say. 


“I always get so anxious waiting to hear back about final 


housing placements,” said one source I made up for the 
sake of objectivity. “It'll be nice to get it done and over with 
and not have to wait until July.” 


Other (real) students weren't so sure: “I get that we'll know 
sooner, but I think I'd rather know that everything was 
thoroughly looked into, rather than leaving things (liter- 
ally) up to the luck of the draw.” 


Finally, March 29th came around. I myself got to watch the 
scene unfold from the balcony, feeling extremely thankful 
that I am friends with a housing advisor. Upon first obser- 
vations there were found to be three main categories of 
students. First, the students who were unsure about where 
they would be living or if they would even get housing in 
the first place. These were easily identifiable by a horri- 
fied look on their face that read, “I might have to live in 
Aug Hall.” The second was those who were just there to 
watch the drama unfold. These were either students like 
me who had picked their houses beforehand or were just 
a little bit too confident in their odds. One or two of them 
even showed up with a steaming bag of popcorn. Last, but 
certainly not least, we have whoever decided to stand on 
the balcony and paint their representative's name on their 
chests. 


For the most part the draft went smoothly. Initially there 
were cheers and applause for the first few lucky students, 


but this soon got old as the night went on. Names were read 
off, students walked to the front and staked their claim on 
the map with an array of mildliners specially brought out 
for the occasion. Aside from one group of six trying to take 
a townhouse, it was all going to plan. That is, until the last 
available unit was taken and students were left sitting in 
the auditorium to ponder their fate. What that fate will be, 
no one knows. With the school year ending in less than a 
month, the already slim pickings for off campus housing 
are almost all gone. Students therefore are left with only 
a few options. They could drop out, transfer, pitch a tent 
somewhere on campus, or rent out a townhouse basement. 
In these dire circumstances, the last option may prove the 
most favorable—that is, until the basement floods, and you 
wake up to find out you are acting out that one scene from 
The Lorax. I heard some discussing the possibility of squat- 
ting out in PrezRez (I heard there's a hot tub). One student 
even reported finding a number of secret rooms in Aug 
Hall. Since I can't be fully convinced Aug even exists, I'm 
not ready to formally contradict those rumors quite yet. 


I applaud the attempt to relieve some of the stress of hous- 
ing, and look forward to seeing if next season's draft ac- 
tually ends up achieving that goal. Best of luck to those 
scrambling to find a place to live. I hope the next time you 
have to put your trust in a piece of paper pulled out of a hat, 
it works out in your favor. 
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COVID REFLECTIONS (AGAIN? 


Remembrance of COVID-19 = 


The Happiest Years of Our Lives! 


DANIEL WALESSA 
JUNIOR REPORTER 


Many of us, after the swift end of the COVID-19 
pandemic, have found ourselves lost, without purpose, and 
lacking a true sense of purpose and meaning. What truly 
is life, we ponder, without being locked into our homes, 
void of all contact with friends, family, and loved ones? We 
grieve in remembrance of the time when we all could sim- 
ply stare at the lifeless light of a screen, slowly losing our 
ability to focus, think, or even remember what fresh air felt 
like. Life was so easy, we bemoan, when all our thoughts 
came directly from the media and government. Critical 
thinking and discussion are far too barbaric for the modern 
man. We are in the technological age! We are too efficient 
for thought. Let others do the thinking so that we all may 
live our lives purely for convenience and worthless plea- 
sure. Gone are the good old days, may we remember them 
fondly. 


I am sure one of the most missed memories of those days 
were the online Zoom classes. They made learning so much 
easier and were so genuinely fun for both students and pro- 
fessors alike. What could go wrong for a middle-aged prof 


Down: 

1. Natalie's favorite author 

2. Rienke's favorite communal dish? 

3. Serena's dream job? 

5. Peter's favorite hobby? 

6. Who is Serena's favorite artist? 

7. Daniel's favorite sport 

8. Natalie's least favorite vegetable 

10. What shampoo does Daniel use? 

11. How many weeks late has Abigail turned 
an assignment? 

12. lan's dream vacation spot? 

14. longest nap Abigail has taken (in hours)? 


Across: 


4. How many middie names does Daniel have? 


9. Onechore Abigail wishes she would never 
do again? 


13. Which province would Natalie choose to live 


in? 

15. Peter's favorite videogame 

16. Rienke's favorite movie? 

17. Rienke's go-to superpower? 

18. The first thing Peter would buy with 1 
million dollars? 


who has never used a computer in his life trying to teach 
and screen share? Nothing! It was a flawless system and 
one that I deeply miss. Or who could forget the experience 
for students as well? After all, every Canadian family lives 
with fast, reliable, 50MB download speed internet, making 
online classes completely stress free. 


Still, there are some who cannot give up these good times, 
recreating the COVID-19 experience, with varying degrees 
of success. One anonymous respondent opened up about 
how useless it felt to wear a mask, without being able to 
flaunt their morality on others: “Now, when I wear two, or 
even three masks, people still don’t salute me as the hero 
I am. ” The same goes for the people who wore a mask 
alone in their car. The rationale to protect themselves from 
themselves, in their own car, breathing in their own air, to 
prevent their own infection, from themselves makes sense. 
As a culture, we must honour this. 


Now, there were some negatives to the pandemic, as it 
showed just how self-centered our culture had become. 
Instead of complying with a government lockdown, some 
people still wanted to live a normal life, visiting their fami- 


Crown Team Puzzle 


lies or going into work! These people are the true menaces 
to our Canadian society. Instead, we must be others-fo- 
cused and frantically rush to hog toilet paper. 


Of course, there are remnants of the COVID-19 era that are 
still with us to this day, one of which being the unforget- 
table, impeccable, incredible, equitable, respectable, and 
purely awesome leadership of our beloved figurehead, 
Justin Trudeau. Trudeau's rule under COVID-19 was only 
marked by successes, including unnecessarily halting the 
Canadian economy. One of my personal favorite decisions 
by Trudeau was deeming liquor stores essential while 
shutting down all churches. All these decisions, and many 
more, are just a few reminders that Canadians can rest easy 
under Trudeau’s flawless leadership. 


To close, while we may be saddened by the abrupt end of 
COVID-19, we can rest assured that another world event 
may soon be around the corner, locking us up in our homes 
and upheaving society once more. 


——— 


TECHNOLOGY COMPLAINTS 


Google 


2-Step Verification 
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Two-Factor Authentication - It's About Time! 
Two-Factor or No Two-Factor? There is No Question. 


Yet many students do not find this protection worth the 
time it takes to complete, as one student remarked, “Two- 
factor authentication? More like too many steps.” 


KAIDEN SMITH & JOSH WITMER 
2 DUDES 


Have you ever found yourself on the verge of pan- 
ic, scrambling to complete an assignment the night before 
it was due? Maybe it was a final essay or a submission to 
your school’s newspaper. Regardless, as you stare at the 
clock and think to yourself, “I better finish this!” you begin 
to see time differently. Every minute matters. Time is the 
antagonist, and it’s your job to make the most of each sec- 
ond until that looming 11:59 p.m. deadline hits. But then, 
after finally mustering up the motivation to open your 
Google Doc and get work done, you run into a hurdle—two- 
factor authentication. 


Two-factor authentication, or 2FA for short, continues to 
remain a norm at the university since its implementation 
in Winter of 2022. 2FA’s implementation is an effort in im- 
proving Redeemer’s cyber-security. Think of it like a close 
friend who wants to keep you safe; 2FA keeps the bad guys 
away. Even if someone gets their hands on your password, 
they won't be able to gain access to your account without 
the six-digit code. So fear not! All your emails, essays, 
slideshows, and spreadsheets can remain private. Perhaps 
even more like a close friend, though, 2FA always wants to 
appear at the top of your contact list. You'll get a lot of texts 
from them throughout the year. 


The Redeemer app claims 2FA is “a safer and more secure 
authentication experience than using passwords alone.” 


Though only a rough estimate, initial findings point to- 
wards 2FA taking about a minute to complete. Such a cal- 
culation considers the time it takes to type each digit of a 
painstakingly long password, only before having to also go 
grab a phone, unlock it, read the six-digit code, and type 
that as well, just to log-in. That's a valuable minute wasted, 
one that can be immensely important, for example, when 
on a time crunch to complete a final paper or newspaper 
article before midnight. With just over 1000 students en- 
rolled at Redeemer, even if each student only uses 2FA a 
conservative 120 times per year, that equates to 120,000 
minutes. To put that into perspective, that’s 2000 hours, 
or just over 83 whole days being lost by Redeemer students 
logging into Google! 


Fortunately, Google offers other alternatives for those be- 
coming tired of receiving six-digit text messages and seek- 
ing variety. For non-Math students who may find numbers 
boring, you can opt in to receive Google Prompts via text— 
a simple “yes or no” question asking if you’re actually the 
one trying to sign in. It’s as easy as a true or false question 
on a test! Feeling old school and prefer bringing paper to 
class? Google also offers Backup Codes, which are print- 
able one-time passcodes that allow you to sign in even 
without your phone! Or are you simply tired of misplacing 
your mobile device and having to anxiously look for it when 
all you want to do is log-in on your laptop? Purchase and 


carry a tiny security key with you that plugs directly into 
your laptop’s USB port instead! The possibilities are end- 
less; there’s even an authenticator app, perfect for students 
looking for yet another app they'll forget to regularly use. 
Even better, why stop at two-factor authentication, when 
you could upgrade to three- or four-factor authentication, 
combining any number of these additional steps? The 
world is your oyster and also a fallen place so there’s no 
telling how many levels of security you may need to keep 
that precious Google Drive safe! 


Yet, for those still grieving the new reality of 2FA, missing 
the simpler and much quicker times when inputting noth- 
ing but their password was required, there is still hope for 
you as well. Longsuffering is a fruit of the Spirit. Suffering 
produces perseverance, and perseverance character, which 
is good, because as of publication I have used 2FA a whop- 
ping 131 times since September. That's a lot of character 
growth! While students, staff, and faculty may be forced 
into using 2FA, it’s all about perspective. 


And finally, to the readers who remain unconvinced about 
the practical security benefits and spiritual benefits of 2FA, 
I point you to the Serenity Prayer: “God grant me the se- 
renity to accept the things I cannot change.” 2FA doesn’t 
look to be going anywhere any time soon. So let's learn to 
appreciate its friendship and protection. There should be 
no room in our hearts for hate. 


All the Timeouts you Missed 


DANIEL WALESSA 
JUNIOR REPORTER 


Have you ever wondered what the Timeout email would say if you ever actually read past the first announcement? 
You're in luck; the Clown has compiled a list of the best Timeouts you missed this year. Without further ado, here 
are all of the Timeouts you missed this year while pretending to study for your exams: 


Tim’s worker confirms they do indeed grow the chickens before making the farmer's wraps. 
Gym will be open at the convenient hours of 2:01-2:02 a.m. 


New finding: Every 100 Elo points chess score decreases grade point average by 10%. 


President update: Sebastian Caldwell will be working at the 


local McDonald's this summer to pay for all of the promised washing machines. 


Building update: We are renovating Charis to remove outlets from classrooms as we found that they are just too distracting for students. 
President update: Marshall will return as President again as he has declared, “I am the Senate!” 
No one cares how many papers you have to write as an English student; you signed up for this major. Deal with it. 
Redeemer will be holding a day grieving as the last usable game in the Rec Centre breaks. 
Gareth will be conducting an investigation in the 2023-2024 academic year, claiming election fraud in the Redeemer election. 
Study finds more trash on townhouse porches than garbage cans. 

Communal meals taste worse than prison food (say prisoners). 

Environmental update: Hamilton dump overflowing with unread copies of the Crown, 
Royals are proud they only lost by a small margin (you'll get closer next time!). 

Refresh food will be closely following the 8% inflation price hike in this next academic year. 


Calvinist students can take comfort in being single, knowing that this is 


Tragedy: All fourth years have been banished to Aug Hall where they will slowly starve to death. 
Commuter students feel bad for those stuck in Aug Hall as they have a longer commute. 


all part of God's plan (they were predestined to be single for life). 
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LAN DEJONG 
SENIOR REPORTER 


DAVID ZIETSMA GAZING 
i THE QUAD AND THINKING. 


WHEN YOU FIND OUT THAT 
A THIRD-YEAR VOLLEYBALL 
PLAYER WON ROOKIE OF THE YEAR 


Caption Corner 


ONE OF THE FIRST-YEARS pe 
LT. TRYING TO KEEP STUDENTS 
WHO OCCASIONALLY, HIT THE GYM Bf cart with 2-FacTOR AUTHENTICATION 
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Se 5 
COMING TO TERMS WITH THE FACT 
THAT HE WILL NEVER GET A GIRLFRIEND 


Welcome to Caption Corner, a new segment of the Crown where I “memeify” the i 
x photos sent in by our readers. I hope 
enjoy them, and I hope Rieneke keeps this segment going for next year. " di 


STUDENTS 
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CHALLENGING THE 4) 
EXPERT OPINION OF Al 


On the average Wednesday morning, second- 

year Jackson Thackwray can be spotted working his typi- 
cal maintenance shift, puttering about behind the dorms 
on the golf cart. The maintenance guys’ wish is Jackson’s 
command. One such Wednesday shift, however, lies as an 
outlier in Jackson’s maintenance memories: the day he lost 
the tip of his right middle finger, just a few short months 
ago. 
For weeks after the incident, stories had been flying to and 
fro as to what actually happened. Did he lose his whole 
finger? Was it more than one? Was there some number of 
Jackson Thackwray’s fingers still lingering in the lawn be 
hind Townhouses 1 to 18? The Redeemer rumour mill did 
what it does best, and by the time Jackson returned from 
the hospital, high on morphine and one-eighth of a finger 
away from being able to give double high fives, his peers’ 
questions doused him like the morning dew that doused 
the grass that fateful day. For, as you'll see, the dew is re- 
ally what put Jackson in harm's way in the first place. 


Jackson approached me recently, exhausted at the endless 
task of setting the record straight and wanting to take ad- 
vantage of the massive platform that the Crown has. He 
looked over my shoulder, seemingly lost in thought (no 
doubt remembering the masses that had been camped out- 
side of Dorm 1 those first few weeks, waiting for him to 
open the front door and be heckled for answers). 


“WHAT OTHER SHOWS ARE OVERRATED?” ON HER PHONE. 


“There was a lot of dew,” he started, inhaling shakily. “I 
was asked to go mow the lawn out behind the townhouses 
by the disc golf course. [t was really long, wet grass that 
kept getting stuck, so every ten meters or so I'd stop and 
turn the safety off to clean it out. But, one time, | forgot to 
release the safety and reached down to pull the grass that 
was getting stuck in the grass chute. I felt my finger get 
whacked and thought, Shoot, that really hurts. | pulled my 
hand out and started shaking it out; that’s when I saw no 
fingertip on my middle finger. I kind of had a moment of 
disbelief, wondering if that really just happened. Yes, some 
expletives were spoken aloud. 

“I sprinted home and thought I should try to be quiet so 
that I didn’t wake up my dorm, since it was early in the 
morning. But when I saw the blood squirting up the wall, 
I realized I should wake them up. While I called 911, I re- 
member pacing around the Whaley Teaching Garden in a 
state of shock, just shaking my hand out with blood drip- 
ping. 


“It got in the ambulance and they injected me with a lot of 
morphine; the good stuff, right in the vein. I was on the 
phone with my parents most of the time, but when I got the 
morphine in me I was super chatty with the paramedics, 
making jokes and stuff. At that moment, I found the whole 
thing really funny. 


é---68 
FAST-FOOD RESTAURANT THEY 
WILL WORK AT AFTER GRADUATION 


“I went home and napped on the couch for like two hours 
and woke up halfway through basketball practice. I was 
so disappointed in myself for missing practice for some 
reason, and I think that’s the point when the weight of it 
actually hit me, and I realized, ‘This is actually a bummer.’ 


“There was a four-week span where everyone was asking 
when they saw me. A few people had it where they met 
me and put two and two together, saying, ‘Oh, you're the 
Finger Guy!’ I had to just embrace that title for a little 
while. But everyone had a different story about what re- 
ally happened. There was a long period of about three 
weeks where | had to tell it like twelve times a day. I was 
definitely tempted to come up with a better story, like 
protecting an old lady from a vicious dog, getting in a 
knife fight, seeing if it’s true that biting off your finger is 
as easy as biting a carrot. But I told the truth. In the end, 
everyone always had the same question: ‘How on earth 
does that happen?’ It was humbling to have to relive my 
mistake multiple times a day. 


“There was definitely a sense of disbelief at first. When I 
woke up the morning after, I thought that | was living out 
some sort of dream, or that it was all an elaborate joke. 
But no, I really had become The Finger Guy. I've had to 
tell the story so many times, but hopefully now this clears 
everything up. Besides, my finger is starting to grow back 
so pretty soon I won't have any proof that I'm Finger Guy. 
I don't want to have to deal with that sort of identity cri- 
sis. 


